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hese nocturnal conversations with her in
the narrow vestibule became a habit of
mine in October of 1947. I was drinking heavily again,
though for three years and a half I had stopped drink-
ing altogether on doctor's orders. Now I would start
at five in the afternoon, because this was when the
most frantic part of my day began. That was when I
missed her most: she had always knocked at my door
on the stroke of five, which was the beginning of what
we called her "office hours." I would keep on drinking
until I took my sleeping-pill at night. It was a strange,
reckless, almost suicidal way of life, a childish defiance
of Fate. I seemed determined to make Providence feel
that I had lost the one being with any concern for my
way of life.

19he
